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FEAR
With back stiff, standing strong, 
Inviting me to enter 
Into outstreached arms.
I'm  afraid !
A sound. A call.
"Let my legs carry your weight, 
As well as mine. "
To rest myself in a half embrace, 
To ease myself would sit well with 
To settle in that pleading chair...  
I'm  afraid!
(A poem is a chair, of sorts.)
L. C. McKee
me,
WHAT KEVIN TOLD ME
Kevin told me he wrote a poem 
in which the letters on the dtagonal 
spelled a dirty word.
Does that make it a dirty poem 
or just a poem with a dirty word?
I guess it depends on whether you 
call an escalator an elevator or 
vice versa.
t. McGee
REFLECTIONS OF A NEW CANADIAN
You pledge alignment
but say can't you see
attendance is down
now Willie is black
and blue is mom
for pie in a box
is non-polluting, no deposit
and why return
to the land without tree
and the home of
the good five-cent piece.
Peter A. Parrott
NO ONE
A big balloon floated up and fiery birds devoured the sun.
There wasn't a sound and no one moved.
We all clasped hands and waited for the dark to lift.
Quiet Blackness— lurking Stillness—no one breathing.
The elephants came with whiskey on their breath,
And danced in tutus and everyone saw them.
Howdy Doody lay in the dark somewhere in a corner.
We called him to come for the big parade,
But no one could untangle the strings.
Someone's knocking. Who's there? Is it Jesus again? Is he
wearing a beard?
The clouds rushed by and got on the train.
They were crushed and mussed into massing mounds,
And no one could find the frying pan.
Omelettes, omelettes everywhere, but not a fork or spoon.
The tweeds marched in their finger-waved hair
And harassed the innocent with their complacent stares.
My garden grows portulacas and baby's breath..........
And sweet lady Mary has come for a rest.
Where is the child? Did you leave it at home with Nana, my dear?
Ho! Ho! who knows where the hog maws a re ...
The bricks are covered with sprayed spider webs 
And who can efface the Old Jewish man.
He'll bring you chocolates and dubble bubble 
And tasty-kakes to eat in the rubble.
Maurice dear come down. Dear Sidney's here from out of town. 
Mother, why don't you leave this place and have a rest.
You're weary and they'll murder you. God knows what's coming next'
The piano played all day and no one heard.
Not a word was spoken until the third and then he died.
Who's there? Why don't you answer? Are you afraid of wolves9 
They eat you, you know.
And Daddy won't like you if you say no.
Where's his gun? Did he take it to bed?
His sheets w ill be torn and bloody red.
Oh, fairy, fly across and make it bright.
Watch the sky shimmer and glow.
Tickle the elephants. They can really dance.
If only they had wings, it would be easier to carry their trunks. 
Climb up the tree old Jack and stay.
The giant w ill lift you up to the sky.
And you can tickle the great, white beard.
He's sleeping, you know,
And can't remember his move. Mary Benzing
How I ache for something.
Some one thing.
Like a chocolate Vishnu
topped with crushed Krishnas
and strawberries, with a
nippled red cherry, all
covered in a dark sweet syrupy OM.
Bohdan Wasieczko
THE FUGUE
The painful vapors floating 
out on wings of smiles.
With moments of natural 
rhythmic ringings.
Joy's happy lettering
Declares to the world 
with pleasure punctuating 
each grain. 
But Joy is always revised 




and to look away,
a prig 's existence.
But no matter
for no longer w ill my heart 
stray this way
again.
To be open to others
'tis a hideous crime
indeed,
but shed me no tears.
No,
no kind sir
you judge me unfairly.
Yes,
yes my dear
If I had an extra foot or hand 
it would be yours on demand.
"But a lender not be" said she.
So I sat by her side
and cooed the hours by,
In tulip yellow




it w ill be" said I. 
oh, I could sit and listen 
to you for a time, 
such fine old tales
you tell.
I 'l l  come and revisit
and talk of stones
that we threw
and lines that we made
through the whiteness of water.
But with a sad smile 
I leave you
without assurance, 
and no other triumphs 
must fill my quivers.
For it's off,
to new worlds.
Oh sad day again 




for things that were once
lifted in song.
But courage
is the key to this, 
defying those who say, 'try. '
It's only a lover's trick.
So with my trusty 
walking stick
dubbed 'humor,'
I give a kick
bouncing and prouncing 
up eternal avenues.






My friends asked me,
"If you had it to do over, " 
So I answered,
"I won't have met you...
I would know 
no one
but the meaning of silence 
and the sound of a fire 






eyes peeping over 
the rim of a Skippy jar
crumbs, such chunks
under green fluorescence
and the black gap in a shiny wall
oh make yourself a sandwich after the Late Show
greenly spread peanut butter over flaky bread
flaunt it, cosmic dimensions,
layers and lights in the window
don't forget to tuck in your napkin and
mash that old stickum with all your teeth
a crunch in the night kitchen
Timothy Dlugos
SURF MUSIC, TEA WITH HONEY
In the pickle-light of a January morning,
And talking: questions bring out that 
ours is Canadian, rather than Chinese tea.
We remember Tony the augerer, 
casting chicken bones, reading Tarot.
One night, stoned, in his fourth-floor walkup, 
we asked Ouija, Spirit, Are You Mad?
Ouija answered You Eat Garbage.
We laugh - Tony crossed our conversation
on his way to Chicago, a thousand miles away-
and drink sweet heavy tea from ivory mugs.
Hot gold burns the white film




Maggots covered the front step. We were afraid to go outside. My 
little sister dropped the Raggedy Ann toothbrush she had been playing with. 
Leaving me to my own amusements she strolled into the living room and 
turned on the TV. I went back to bed.
In my dreams I saw Captain Kangaroo. He was more coherent than 
usual and I found myself laughing when he put a frog on Mr. Green Jean's 
hat. Dancing Bear sat in a basket playing with dwarf children and Captain 
Kangaroo's cigar burned a hole in the sofa cushion. I woke up sweating 
with the giggle of my little sister, "yu dreamin yeh, Georgie? Dat funny, 
right?" I straightened her blouse and sent her downstairs for a banana 
while I got dressed.
I We two sat in the kitchen drinking tea, discussing responsibility for 
the maggot situation. I was of the opinion that regardless of blameworthi­
ness, two dozen cross-eyed crows be immediately summoned to gobble 
up mouthfuls of the white pestilence. This against my sister's argument 
which suggested, in part, sneaking out the back door and moving to 
Arizona. I tactfully whispered a reminder that we had already constructed 
elaborate plans to play an important game someplace soon in the dining room 
future. She winked at the m irror and turned to whisper in my hair that she 
did forget.
Sudden noises in the backyard interrupted our blinking contest. Midway 
between surprise and curiosity, my sister dragged my thumb and I into the 
kitchen. We took an at-once position by the refrigerator door advantageously 
in full view of the entire unroofed portion of our parents' property. Ten 
minutes having produced no discernible cause for the already half-forgotten 
disruption, we each had half-a-carrot and practiced the Wizard of Oz strut 
on our way to the parlour.
Plastic daisies were still not growing on the mantelpiece and outside, the 
front step was still a frothing white of wriggling bodies. We two lay sprawled 
out on the green-rugged floor, telling jokes, exchanging laughter and imitating 
each of the different kinds of sleeping postures assumed by the other. We 
traded noses. A whim overtook me and I asked my sister which animals she 
most hoped to see at the Zoo on Saturday. Holding up three fingers to indicate 
her age she replied, "two flies ."
George T . Zakarewsky
CLOUDBURST
Flattened -out branches 
Clap in measure
As the quarter-tones of summer 
Slip pleasantly through 
Your fingers.
A salamander day,
Skimmed by your beach-tar 
Eyes, and your thoughts were 
Sketched like a tattoo 
In the sand.
And the redneck swimmers 
Are shouted back, as the 
Slanted currents mother 
The rocks; calloused pebbles 
Of the sea, scuttled and 
Half-treasured in the strand.
Necklaced shells muted 
By the gesturing waves, 
Somersaulting in fashion 
To their moorings, culled 
By coastwatchers and saints
Who paint in mime—
Across the grains, and 
Build with patience:
Kingdoms before the tides.
Awash and depressed by the 
Glossy foam, your thoughts 
Have been stolen— lost among 
The bottom weeds, that sway 
In time to the moon.
I. Shaffer
will this be the summer 
when our legs lie down together 
when our legs lie down together 
and we die
I've seen the green-backed garter snakes 
seen the green black striped
I've heard of blue grass leaning 
but I never was there in my life 
never in my life
w ill this be the summer
I've asked
but questions go
faster than the worm wide snakes 
whose stomachs grease the ground 
faster than the wit-wild snakes 
whose sides plow down the grasses 
and I never was there in my life
and so your hand upon my thigh 
your thigh-bound hand to me 
is leg upon my leg
is tangling grass and I must ask again
and I must go
summer snakes slip swiftly
through the garden
through the grass





counter-clockwise round the walls. 
Declared corrupt and leprous 
unclean of flesh
pariah
yoked to silence 
and a feeble bell 
to ring in darkness
dreaded.




to the watcher 
on the walls.
Condemned to see—
until such time 
as, unmercifully, 





wallow in your pocketful 
of ocean, babe, 
in the tenebrous sac, 
the broth of oblivion
out here
nothing stops you 
once she drops you 
out of
holes and into 
holes no foothold in the 
offices and grottoes in the 
creases of the bedclothes 
and the faces
down six, babe, 
the brains go black 
as wilted walnuts 





Oranges for breakfast: 
Suns, cupped in silver. 
They m irror the morning. 
They glow on the table.
On circles of crystal,
We section perfection 
Tear at their roundness 
Taste them, and smile
And your eyes are shining 
And your fingers sticky





Lying in front of the TV set 
You are not home
Your Mother tells you there is a good show on 
Thank her and keep
watching what is on
You like it
She goes upstairs
You are not in home.
We took the plastic numbers down;
They must be sorted into every labeled unit of the box 
They tell you how much the food costs 
Every item of the same food costs the same 
Tomorrow, the numbers w ill go back 
differently
They w ill go back differently but they 
w ill tell you the same thing 
They w ill tell you every food and 
its worth
They w ill not tell you the worth of every item.
You are at home 
But you are not home 
You are not in home 
You must turn the TV off 
And go to bed.
You will watch the 11 o'clock news first.
Where I work the doors are labeled IN and OUT 
I always go IN the OUT 
and vice versa 
Force of habit.. .
Hundreds of people go through those doors 
Double that if you count both ways.
If everyone did what I did
The net effect would be the same.
Force of habit.
After you go to bed put the lights out.
(like putting the cat out electronically).
I cannot ride my bicycle to work;
I work at night and there is not a light on my bike.
It might get stolen
There is no place to put it.
It is a new, expensive bike.
I take the bus.
When w ill he be home ?
The small oriental boy offers
the man his mother.
The man is wearing an Army uniform 
He wants to know if it is worth it.
He cannot decide 
She might not be clean.
She may have a disease.
The boy needs the money 
So does the mother
Because the traffic has increased, 
a white line was painted down the middle of 
all the roads
except 4, 6, and 8 lane highways, 
they have 5, 7, and 9 lines 
they keep the cars in order
What person is this written in?
The officer decides the price is too steep.
He walks off.
Mother and boy are dejected.
The officer w ill masturbate when he gets 
back to base.









Down to and including
Go to sleep after the Weather.
Joe Herb
A CHILD'S HAIKU
Give me your finger, toad,
Now your toe .. .  Don't be frightened 
As around you go.
George T. Zakarewsky
ECLIPSE
We sat upon a seashore 
and played a game of chess
whispering low about the state of affairs 
as if  a jellyfish
washed up by a wave 
would tell the sand our secret 
as if the sand didn't know
(a myriad of atoms
alle aufgeregt
fe ll silent)
Each chessman seemed to smile 
as mock wars ensued;
a knight confronting queen 
spoke of the affairs of court
-life , death, marriage and plastics- 
in french and german 
which we only had a smattering of
(the clouds parted quietly 
moon's shadow swam forth 
eclipsing the fire)
She won
almost without a fight
I conceded with only the king 
to defend himself.
We watched the ocean, darkening, 
as if squid's dyes 
screened him from the sun 
pouring black across the shoreline 
emptying into the streets.
(the eclipse past totality 
the sun stepped out from behind the moon 
the same)
John McCleary
GOOD DAY FOR SUMTIN
Here's me
wearing an old toothbrush 




and some new Daffy Duck comics
cleaning my fingernails.
Here's me again
emptying marbles and Clark bars from my pockets 
yelling crazy ideas at the moon 
chasing earthworms.
But there's you
w/a black-and-white milkshake 
and an orange peel hat 
throwing around rumors 




She dreamed of the arrow, 
Angled up as light 
From the red braced demon 
Poised before day;
Her eyes, across the plains, 
Caught bright spears, 
Piercing with their clatter 
As they moved along.
Legs thundered, dull ears 
Under bronze caps 
Buzzed. The horse tails 
Waved with the march,
While to the south 
An ass passed slowly 






and I'd steal from myself
to supply my need
of your patronage.
and pray,
what can 1 offer you 
except for
my continued dependence 




the umbilical hold 
you'd proposed to have 
has turned into 
a hangman's noose 
and T find in myself 
a need to be gone.
Stephen Stahley
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